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laughed on a certain morning three years later in Kashmir when
we rode up behind a young servant trotting along with the
meat-safe strapped to his shoulders and Sunday's joint visible
through the wire on its white china dish! But if we enjoyed
the advantage of being early in the field in Mussoori, there was
correspondingly more for a stranger to find out and more work
to be done;

The hotel manager kindly made over to us one of his sheds
in which to complete the packing and interview porters and
candidates for the all-important office of cook. Several morn-
ings were spent down there weighing up loads on a spring
balance, squeezing out any object regarded at the last minute
as superfluous, and all the while fending off the inquisitive, the
hasty, the officious would-be helpers, who buzzed like a cloud
of blue-bottles round the door, threatening at any moment to
reduce everything to a state of chaos. The bazaar knew, of
course, all about the expedition, and besides those whose names
had been entered officially on the head-porter's list, countless
hopefuls hung round from morning till night. It was during
these operations that a little Puck-like fellow called Urbi Datt
first caught my eye. We used to pick two or three assistants
from the crowd and one day the lot fell to him, a happy chance,
since he was to turn out the most able of any of our servants
during this early part of our travels. We soon saw that here
was a first-class man, from his unhurried manner, his quickness
to catch on to an idea, and his ability not to meddle in matters
that did not concern him. Also he had a way with the crowd
which was an invaluable protection when one's back was
turned.

At home we had read a good deal about the sufferings of
mountaineers at the hands of their cooks, though the grumblers
rather betrayed themselves by having made no serious effort
to change cooks. It seems so unnecessary to put up with un-
wholesome food. The Englishman's readiness to allow a low
standard to be imposed on him and his almost criminal timidity
about experimenting with outlandish cookery, partly accounts
for these tales. A man may be an expert in cooking the food he
usually eats, and at the same time may make a hopeless failure
when invited to reproduce the foreign recipes which his sahib
demands. How else can one account lor the fact that though
skilful cooks abound in India, so much of the food served up to